intimacy nourished by frequent long visits to each other's home, by caring for the other's children in time of trial, and by sharing in many family problems, especially those brought on by their respective daughters.
In an appendix to his book Hester Lynch Piozzi (Oxford, 1941), Professor James Clifford noted the existence of thirtyseven manuscript letters from Sarah and William Siddons to Mrs. Piozzi. Twenty-seven of these letters are in the John Rylands Library (English MSS. 574 and 892). My editing includes these twenty-seven, and two others to Mrs. Piozzi in Ryl. English MS. 574, one from the daughter Sally Siddons (No. 5) and the other from Patty Wilkinson (No. 19), both of which are relevant to the correspondence. These letters have never been published in toto, although several have been quoted in part by Yvonne Ff rench in her book Mrs. Siddons, Tragic Actress (London, 1954) , sometimes without benefit of accurate chronological placement.
The manuscripts are in good condition, with some few tears, blots, and other aberrations which I have noted in square brackets, supplying the missing text when reliably conjectured. Dates provided by me from internal evidence or other sources are also found in square brackets, and are supported in the annotations. I have also been able to correct some errors which had been pencilled in the margin by an unknown hand. The numbering of the letters as they are marked in the collection has also been re-ordered. I have tried to identify all the people and events mentioned and to offer further explanatory notes when it has seemed useful to the reader. If I have committed the sin of over-annotation, it is because I think the letters warrant such minute care if they are to be most useful to the interests of scholars in the various ways that cannot be anticipated. Even so, I regret that several items have eluded me.
An editor of early letters must decide if anything is to be gained by following the punctuation of his writers precisely, especially if that punctuation is most inconsistent. I have ventured to provide guidance by modernizing some of the punctuation where the original seemed tangled and perhaps misleading. Such " modernizing " consists mainly of providing full stops to sentences and beginning the next sentence with a capital letter. In so doing I 48 THE JOHN RYLANDS LIBRARY trust the original intent, style and flavour have not been compromised.
The following letters are not distinguished as models of a literary art cultivated by more substantial correspondents of the eighteenth century. But they provide an intimate view of two important families linked by friendships, and they provide facts and insights about them especially the Siddons family not to be found elsewhere. Those letters written by Sarah's husband, William, who would remain fairly undistinguished except by virtue of his marriage, also offer a rich picture of his non-professional life and of his sometimes strange and ultimately estranged relationship with his wife. He seems to have been by other accounts a petulant and nagging man, considered by many, including Mrs. Piozzi, to be no match for his more attractive, more gracious, and more socially acceptable spouse. Yet toward the end of his life, if we judge by these letters, it is William who seems to have developed the more lasting friendship with the Piozzi family. Mrs. Piozzi came to regard him finally, from her comments in Thraliana, as the more sinned against than sinning.
There are several people whose expert assistance and patient co-operation have saved me much time and industry. They include Professor Philip H. Highfill, Jr., of the George Washington University and the Folger Library ; Mr My dear Soul I wish to God I coud Say or do any thing to comfort you. And you will not take it unkindly I hope if I think 50 THE JOHN RYLANDS LIBRARY your tenderness is So easily alarmd that it creates dangers where none exist. I am very much afraid that you yourself while you are so busy to torment your poor dear Heart about others, are more ill than any of the Party.1 I wish to God I coud go to you but that's impossible, for I am as usual, in a worry from Morn till night in this odious Town made more odious Still by perplexity and uncomfortableness in my business. The people are delighted with the Plays in the little Theatre however. That's one comfort. Write to me dear Soul and tell me how you are and how you feel about Cecy and dear Mr shall tell you of a distress I have escapd which will make you fear and tremble with rejoicing (to reverse it). Mr Siddons, Maria3 and George4 have been preserv'd with life by almost a Miracle for that they were not all killd upon the Spot has been the astonishment of all who were present. I thank God I was not of the Number. They were got by way of Irish as you woud Say into a little Market Cart to take a drive by way of airing, when presently the Shaft Broke which frighted the Horse who flew away with them it Seems like a mad creature. In Short Mr Siddons and Maria jumpd out when providentially for my dear little Baby the traces broke So that the Horse got free of the Girt Catton October 10th, 17932 You do not know my very dear Mrs Piozzi how much pleasure you gave me in desiring I would write to you, and I assure you I take the first opportunity of sending you some account of my Mother. 3 We arriv'd at Catton last Tuesday week, and found my Aunt4 and her family all well. I have three nice little Cousins, the eldest a boy of seven years old has taken a violent affection for me, and has declared his passion to me in very plain terms.1 I am to wait till he is one and twenty, and then we are to be married He is an exceeding clever child, and has given an early proof you perceive of his discrimination and good tasteMy sweet Mother has been, and is, in perfect health. You can imagine far Better than I can express, the joy I feel in being able to say so She has been trying to model here, but after having form'd the Head & Shoulders, it all fell to pieces from the badness of the Clay, and she has not begun another, as there will not be time to finish it Next Wednesday my Father and Mother leave us, and go to Liverpool, where my Mother is to perform.2 They will stay there I believe about a fortnight and then go to Ireland. I shall send you all the news of her from thence that I can. I am sadly afraid they will not return before Christmas, and tho' I like this place very much, I cannot help regretting the presence of my dear Mother. We all went to a Ball at Norwich Last Night. It was very much crouded. I danc'd a great deal and thought the Dance much too short Pray when you write to me tell me all you can of the dear little Pisani's. Deeply entrench'd between two rows of Peas Sarah deliverd me your kind Letter. But before I open'd it we had both of us our fears, doubts and alarms-for we knew Mrs Sid. was with you, however the first line set all to rights-for you said she was extremely well-but I think twice round in one day was rather too much for swell'd Ancles.1 Tis a proof of strength howeverbut don't let her do too much-here is charming weather for you and how are you enjoying beautiful Streatham-Tis very pretty here too I assure you. But what a day-and what a night was the last. Even around this tranquil spot. Oxford was all in a blaze on account of the glorious news, and so was Abingdon, both of which we coud see from our Hill, as well as hear the Bells ringing-and the sound of Cannon and Musquetry might make you fancy you were between Tournay and Lisle-and even little Nuneham I assure you might surprize a passing stranger (except that I believe all the Villages around did the same). The Lord and Lady are not yet arrived, so I was conceited enough to think myself the next great Man in the Parish-and sent forty two pound of Candles to the forty two Houses, and forty two Gallons of Ale for the Villagers to drink success to the Wooden Walls of old England. Only think Mrs Siddons-of Jack Falkner2 and two more musicians almost as good as himself with all the village at their heels parading up and down the town for two hours sing ing God save the King till they were all hoarse-and our sitting at Mrs Cowdons and enjoying it-what have you lost-well tis a noble stroke and I think we may all sleep safe for some time without fear of an Invasion. Admiral Boyer of whom I bought the House in Marlborough Street and who now owns the House I am looking on opposite here has lost a Leg3-when he recovers which I hope he will, and has got a wooden one-he may retire with honour and enjoy the said opposite House. And a com fortable place it seems-I wish every one who had a [tear : similar! suffering had a similar birth You wish to hear the news going forward in the public and private world-why then since the days of Adam there never was such a total Dearth-if you see no London papers the Chester or Shrewsbury are capable of telling you all-Take a paragraph from the Times of this morning-" we scarcely recol lect such a dearth of news from every part of Europe as during the present week ; not a single dispatch or newspaper having been received from the Continent since Sunday last."-but two or three days ago we had Mr Este,2-who has been for seven weeks upon the Continent, and with the Duke of York and Lord Moira [sic] Army. 3 You know his opinions pretty well. He says the French hold nothing but trumps and that our game is nearly or quite up, and that there is no doubt but the Emperor is negotiating a sep arate peace-and we must be left alone to support our good allies the Dutch. But pray says I how is it that our Stocks are encreasing and rising amidst all this (for so they are). Why to own the truth says he I can perceive amongst all nations that this little Island is reckond the safest harbour, and into our funds they are pouring their money-This I understand to be the caseand heaven keep it so say I-With respect to the Prince and Mrs Fitzherbert various are the reports-that he is going to wed a iRyLEng. MS. 574/18. German Princess,1 that he is too fond of an English Countess, that he is going to take upon him affairs of state which will leave no time for softer dalliances-&c. &c.-The Lady has left Brighton for Margate to the great joy of Mrs Greatheed2 who writes word they are very gay and pleasant and that they all like that place beyond expectation-In a letter from Mrs Pennington to Sally is mentioned the death of pretty Phyllis by the accident at Brmbella, but as neither you or Cecelia say a word about it we will not believe it, no. Dear little creature we hope it is quite well again, and that Mrs Pennington's fears have conjurd up that mistake. 3 Well we are all going on charmingly here. Mrs Sid. has been down to dinner two or three days past and eats like a tyger as Samuel Lysons4 woud say (who is in London at present)-and Baby Cecelia does nothing but sleep and suck, and suck and sleep, and grow-tomorrow she is to have a little cold Water thrown on her face and Then you know we are To hope it will cry-or it will not live long-and that will be a pity for tis a nice Baby enough-the two matronly Babies as I now call them are very well too. Sally has not had an Asthma since she came home-They all send their loves and wish for more fine weather on your accounts. Tis of great value amongst your beautiful Mountains-My best respects to Mr Piozzi and Miss Cecelia. 2 Mrs. Anne Greatheed, wife of Bertie Greatheed (1759-1826), dramatist. As a young girl Mrs. Siddons had spent two years (1771 -72) as maid companion of Lady Mary Greatheed, mother of Bertie, at £10 a year. Thereafter she was a frequent guest at Guy's Cliff, Warwick. She appeared in an unsuccessful pro duction of Bertie's play, The Regent, DL, March 29, 1788, with an epilogue written by Mrs. Piozzi. The published version was dedicated to Mrs. Siddons.
3 " Immortal Phyllis, to the astonishment of physicians, friends, and nurses, now promises to be once more her own dog again. I never did see so surprising a recovery. The fall was above four yards perpendicular height," Mrs. I fancy that you will all be rather glad to see my hand writing again, dull as my letters are. I will first thank ye all very Sin cerely for the concern you have so kindly felt for me, and your Solicitude for my recovery which woud be perfect coud I gain a little more Strength, but Such a lumping baby was neither brought forth, or can be now Sustaind without humling [sic] and bringing Low its Mother. I had a very Safe, tho a long, and Laborious time, and I bless God that I have brought you as perfect and healthful a Baby as ever the Sun Shone on. How I long for you to See the little dear fat lump. Pray dont be jealous but I really think She looks sometimes very like our dear Mr Piozzi-her eyes and her hair are as black as his. Her father doats on her and Maria does nothing but dandle about with her all day. Tell her little Mama that her little indiscretion and Namesake will do her no discredit, and that I hope she will not Set her down upon the floor if She Shoud happen to cry. I shall be so happy to take her to See you at Streatham-that happy time is a long way off. We were all very glad to hear of pretty Philley's escape2 and hope you are got into a tolerable comfortable way of living in Wales, and that the House and all things go on well. I know you will both be glad to hear that Mr Sheridan has been here to Settle our business. We expect him here again in a day or two to con clude upon the manner of discharging the account between us and I believe it will be by installments, heaven farther it to us any way ! ! And if we do not visit the Treasury every Saturday morning in time to come, I think [we] Shall deserve to lose all I work for. her (for they left that part of the world immediately after) I shoud have troubled her with grateful acknowledgements of her politeness ; pray Say so much for me when you write to them. I know no publick News, except that I playd Mrs Beverly for Mrs Stephen Kemble's benefit at the little Theatre in the Haymarket last Wednesday,1 and have kept my room with a pain and weakness in my back ever Since. Tomorrow I hope to be able to go to my Brothers at Stanmore and think the country air as usual will do me good. We shall soon go to Ramsgate. I hate all those places, but I believe one half of the world is born for the con venience of the other half-My husband likes it, and it is very natural that the girls shoud. / shall never begin to live for myself I believe and perhaps I shoud not like it, were it in my power. You wish to know how I liked the chapter of Regicides-very much indeed and I ought to have told you so long ago, but I received it a day or two before I went to Margate, and I fear that gay place put it from my head-before I went I took it to Sadlers Wells where it has been sung with great applause for many nights together, and chiefly with loud encores3-tho' as that place is shut up I had not the pleasure to hear it-Well, and how are you all, Ladies Gentlemen and bow wows-and how goes on your pretty place. Mr Piozzi I expect busy and in good spirits with what is going on.1 Tis a delightful thing to be about in my opinion. Shenstone2 says, " if I had a fortune of twenty thou sand a year I woud build myself a neighbourhood", if I had half the money, or a quarter, I shoud like to build myself a single house in yours-either Streatham or Brinbella I shoud not care whichLondon I think is very dull and free from any sort of news just at present either public or private. Or if there is any public 'tis bad enough. Nothing but French advancing and English retreating, alas and a well a day-I am afraid we must strike the Pen across our old English Ballads, Garrick's for instance, who saysYou true honest Britons who love your own land Whose sires were so brave so victorious and free Who always beat France when they took her in hand
The last line to be sure must go-3
As to private talk nothing but about the Princess of Wales that is to be, the Houses she is to have fitted up in Town and Country, her Beauty, her accomplishments. 4 there is but one and that's the Chancellor4 whom we need care about. I Shall be in a State of uneasiness almost painful till the business is concluded. I pray heav'n that nothing may prevent it. I cant tell you how the girls jumpd for joy and Mr Siddons is as glad as any body in his quiet way. And tho' we all love dear Cecy and wish her with all our hearts all the good that can befall her, yet for your sakes my dearest friends more much more do we rejoice. We Shall not inhabit at Putney1 yet, for I play twice a week, and you know it will not do to divide our little establishment and otherwise I must go there after the play.-Oh there never was so wretched a thing as Mrs D'arblaye's Tragedy.2 Even your friend Dr. Delap's3 was inferior in point of laughable circumstances. She was at the representation in Spite of all I coud Say of the ill effects so much agitation as She must necessarily feel woud have upon an invalide for she has been extremely ill it seems Since her lying in. In truth it needed no discernment to See how it woud go, and I was grievd that a woman of So much merit must be So much morti fied. The Audience were quite angelic and only laughed where it was impossible to avoid it. The famous couplet of Pope occurrd to me repeatedly during the performance for it was exactly So-" Laugh where ye must " &c. &c.4 Her brother negotiated the whole business.5 I never saw herself, but she went to my brothers the next day and nobly Said, She had been decievd [sic] by her friends, that She Saw it was a very bad thing, and withdrew it immediately. That was done like a woman of an exalted Spirit, and has wonderfully raisd her in the opinion of all those who know the circumstances. Tis rumour'd that the Prince will not marry the Lady, because his debts are so enor mous that they are afraid to bring them before the public in order to raise the money to pay them, and it was he Says upon condition 4 " Laugh where we must, be candid where we can; But vindicate the ways of God to man " (An Essay on Man, Epistle i, 1. 1 3).
5 Charles Burney, Jr. (1757-1817). When he was reading the play in the Green Room at first rehearsal, " the Actors dropt silently off, one by one and left him all alone " (Thraliana, ii. 916).
of their being paid only, that he consented to marry.1 I hear nothing now of Mr Sheridan's marriage. But that preparations are going on for both those great events is certain. Tho' it is said that Miss Ogle has thought better of it.2 Her account of him is, that he is " the most agreeable witty Ugly Dog she ever Saw." I hope you will not be later If you are come home Safe I Shall be truly happy, but I can Scarcely wish that you commencd your journey in this tremen dous weather at the time you namd to me in your last Letter. But pray let me be favour'd with a line to tell me you are all well, as soon as you arrive ! I have been a wretched invalide for Some weeks and the little dear Baby is just recovering from cutting two 1 The Prince of Wales and Caroline of Brunswick were married on April 18, 1795, but not until Parliament voted to increase the Prince's income from £60,000 to £125,000 per year, and provide £71,000 for marriage expenses and a jointure of £50,000 per year for his wife.
2 Richard Brinsley Sheridan married his second wife, Esther Jane Ogle, eldest daughter of Newton Ogle, Dean of Winchester, on April 27, 1795.
3 After her benefit as Lady Macbeth (DL, April 25, 1795) she left for a summer engagement at her brother Stephen Kemble's theatre in Edinburgh. There she made £800 for herself and brought £1600 into Stephen's treasury (Ffrench, P. 159). 
own wing, and let us hope that the protection She has now So decidedly chosen for herself will not lessen it.3 What can I Say to comfort you which your own pious mind has not already Suggested to you ? Nothing. I will therefore not outrage your feeling by any of the commonplace arguments which are always urgd on these trying occasions But I will earnestly pray for the best aleviation your affectionate heart can find-The happiness of dear Cecelia. It is but this day that I have heard of her departure from Maria, and I have Stolen a moment " from other affairs " to tell you how Sincerely I Sympathise in your present distress and I hope and trust future content. 
Clifton July 4th 17981 Dear Madam
On the 7th of last month yours to Mrs Siddons is dated and on the 9th I suppose reachd Marlborough Street, just after we had turnd our backs upon it for this place, and forgetting to tell the persons left in the House to send Letters after us. There has it been laying till yesterday when little George arrived to spend his Holydays and brought it with him. Well may you think all here have forgotten you, and yet never any thing was farther from the truth-manys the time and oft you have been remember'd and talk'd about, not only by us, but several of your old acquaintance. The Penningtons, the Whalleys, the Lees,2 little Mr Gray, the Clergyman, General Paoli3 &c. &c.-who are here and hereabout, who all speak of you with cordiality and esteem, who all lament that Streatham has lost you, and that Brinbella-tho a mighty pretty place, and under the dominion of George the Third " whom God long preserve," shoud almost be as inaccessible as Kamschatca or Siera Leoni. Tho we hope ere long to prove it otherwise when the barb of the arrow shall point Mrs Sid. that way as it does now Mr and Mrs Holman,4 whom we understand by a Letter receivd from her this morning are soon to be at Liverpool, and after that under your friendly roof.
I wish I coud send you any consoling or pleasant news. But all seems lowring as the weather has been here for some days (so I hope all your Trees & Shrubs reprendor vita e vigora) and yet I think, I can see the Irish faces which I meet at Mrs Ann Yearsly's5 Library brighten up a little, (by the by, I am here three weeks and every day in the above shop without once seeing the Heaven born genius. She confines herself in the upper apartments drinking as they say, not of the Helican fount, but that of Nantes-I believe tis there the best French Brandy is made). I confess I have ill bodings of this unhappy business, and fear its termination is yet far distant. By retakeing [sic] Wexford I hop'd everything. I thought it impossible they shoud make head after that. Still do we hear of new bodys mustering and like *' Hell broth bubbling up " at various times and places. I was at the Bush Tavern Bristol this morning-a sort of Loydsthere was an extract of a Letter just put up from a Gentleman in Dublin to his friend here. It ran thus-" another defeat of the insurgents 2000 kill'd " I fear we shall grow callow to these accounts ... Tis indeed horrid-and yet tis all we've left." The example of Ireland a warning to England, crush it there you bury it hereshoud the Monster there prevail, mercy upon us-but come let us take hope, and laugh at the Bug o bo-invasions however-(you have flatter'd me much by asking for that trifle which I have copied on t'other side).1 I think if they were ever serious this had been the time, but Napper Tandy cannot persuade them to it-No-while we have " Hearts of Oak " within our Wooden Walls we'll yet sing Rule Brittania-Talk of Wooden Walls and here go by just at the moment, under our very Windows, four or five fine West India Ships, richly laden, sailing beautifully be tween St Vincents Rocks. We are indeed pleasantly situated at No 6 Princess Row Clifton Hill-but fear our Invalid finds but little improvement, tho providing all the means that Medical abilities point out. Change of scene is some relief and makes her think she's better, but the two Mauvaise symptoms still remain, frequent Cough and feverish pulse (more than ninety). There must be alteration here before I think she's mended. All besides are well. Mrs Siddons remarkably so, having found returning appetite and pleasant sleep-little Sallykin absolutely fat-Bella nor Bala, tho on their native Sod can scarce out do her-Cecy put to a little school because her prattling hurt Maria's head, and your humble Servant only a few Rheumatic pains, which he is grown us'd to and learn'd to bear almost without complaining, as Baron Trenck did his ponderous Bolts and Chains. On Sun day sennight we leave this place (all except Maria who remains 72 THE JOHN RYLANDS LIBRARY with Mrs Pennington through the Summer)1 and go to Chelten ham, where Mrs Sid. performs a night or two. She has chargd me to say all kinds of loving things, which you will better con ceive, than I express-that she begs to hear from you again and knows you will excuse her from writing till that happens. I wish to God you woud come there for I am quite Sure a great deal of it woud return with you again. And So I told dear Susan and Sophia when I saw them at Worthing last week, with whom I Spent the most comfortable Evening I have known for many a day, for I have been very unwell indeed all the Summer.2 I was really well that Evening -as if the power of the dear Mother, was communicated to her children. It runs in the blood of her I believe to do me good. Sophia has been not well, but they both think She is better. I was Sincerely grievd to See her pretty face discolourd by an irruption, which they Say has been occasiond by drinking water. So now poor dear, She is to drive it away by drinking Port Wine which I think a very pleasant remedy. She dont like it. -My little Cis is a great Source of anxiety to me, she has that cruel tendency in her Constitution that has already cost me so many Sighs and groans and tears3 -these will never cease to flow, and grief has done more than time to destroy those Eyes, which Shew no Symptom of decay to common observers, but which fail me very much indeed when I stand in need of them. -Mr Charles Kemble put himself into a Ship that was bound to S* Petersburgh about three Months ago, thinking he shoud be returnd by the opening of the Theatre, but we hear nothing of him -and we all begin of course to be very uneasy about him, tho if any thing had happend to the Vessel we must of course 76 THE JOHN RYLANDS LIBRARY All that I know of Master Betty as you call him, is that he has electrified all the People at Edinbro, Dublin, Birmingham ; and in short every place that he has shown his little person in-(he must be an astonishing Child) but that he can be a true portrait of Richard the 3d, Macbeth, Hamlet, &c-is quite impossible ; it [tear : is ?] expected by the people who has [sic] seen him perform to cause the same sensation of delight and astonishment as was excited at the appearance of Garrick, Siddons, Kemble, Cook &c-Oh Lord-Oh Lord-he is only 13 years of age-Mrs Sid. begs to know what she is to do with the Puppet-she thinks it will be quite absurd her playing with him & begs you will give her your Opinion and advice4-(There is the Infant Billington,5 
Bath-May 22d 18054 My good Friends
For this is meant for both tho Superscrib'd to one-I promis'd Mr Piozzi if any thing interesting happend I woud com municate it to Brinbella. Little did I imagine so very important, so very interesting an occurrence woud afford me the occasion. To stop farther conjecture-know then, about the third day after your departure,5 word was brought me up stairs that puss had been missing all day and kittens were squealing for food-I desird a spoon might be put to their mouths with warm milkbut alas they were too young and simple to know what it meantand still squeald on. I was distressd when lo in comes Mrs Puss at the moment and put us all to rights again-Well-she staid all the next day, and was so kind as to kill us two Rats-at which my maid rejoicd. The day after that off she was again, and woful to relate has never returnd again-Now what was to be done-still to young to lap and a fine uproar they made-my whole Family in distress. When in comes Mrs Twiss, and hear ing our situation, said their Puss had Kittens a few days back. They had destroyd all but one-and that one had died during the last night. Here was a circumstance-away was sent our Kittens to Campden place. Puss received them with the greatest joy-and they her, and there they are, fattening and skipping about as Kittens shoud do-and there at present Ends " their strange eventful History "-I have nothing else for you very interesting. Bath is getting thin consequently very dull, tho we had a fine show yesterday at Sydney Gardens, being the Gala given by the White Hart Harmonic Society. I suppose there was about a thousand people -seven hundred of which I shoud think were Ladies beautifully dressd. The weather was lovely-and all went on charmingly till the Ices and Jellies were to be distributed. And then such a confusion and scramble, I never saw-waiters running to parti cular Boxes-Gentlemen, nay Ladies too-snatching as they passed. Tis not to be described but the worst of all a serious discord happend-which is likely to make some work for the long Robe-The Revd Mr. Bowen1-(who I believe every body knows) one of the principal of the Society-was accosted by Sir George Colebrooke,2 and chargd with being inattentive in his office. Mr Bowen, being from Wales-look you went into a passion, and spoke hot words, when Sir George thinking to cool him threw a Glass of Ice in his face. But this had a contrary effect when fists were held up and sticks brandished-but the combatants were separated-without the appearance of blood outwardly. However Sir George is looked upon as the aggressor, and the Rev'd is to proceed against him accordingly. Hoping you had a pleasant and safe journey home, and are well-allow me to say a line to 12 Oxford Building will always be a pleasure and grati fication to your ever oblig'd
and
Here I am safe in my closet with Books. It woud be laugh able to call it either a Library or study2 Yesterday I executed as many commissions as the time woud allow-dispatch'd all your Letters, and saw No 22 Pulteney Street.3 There has been no Lodgers in it since May, for which the Woman seemed griev'd. I put the questions to her Mr Piozzi desir'd, if she woud permit you to sleep there Saturday the last night of Novemr and one or two of your Servants perhaps a night or two before. She said certainly if she had no Lodgers to prevent it, and I think now it is not likely she will. Tis extremely clean at present. I talked with Mr Gibbons at the Library about the Books.4 He said the price of those Volumes was generally reckon'd seven shillings, but that he woud take half that Sum from you. I told him if that was the case you woud likely bring it back to him. You must expect but little news from Bath, at present. Tis, as usual at this time, very thin. The Balls begin Monday the 28th of this month, the Concerts about the middle of the next, but the New Theatre opens this evening.5 I was in it last night when it was lighted up for the Inspection of a few private friends. Tis 1 Ryl. Eng. MS. 574/22. 2 William Siddons had been visiting at Brynbella, whence he returned to Bath about September 17 (Thraliana, ii. 1069).
3 A house usually occupied by the Piozzis at Bath (ibid. ii. 1070, n. 2). 4 Thomas Gibbons was a bookseller and stationer at 7 Bridge Street, Bath. He also ran a cheap circulating library with a small stock and issued a catalogue for this in 1800. He moved to 5 Argyle Street between 1800 and 1805 (Mr. Peter Pagan).
5 The new theatre in Beaufort Street, erected by the city architect, Palmer, in conjunction with the architect George Dance. very handsome indeed, and to all appearance very commodious both for performers and Spectators. They expect something of a riot this evening on account of there not being a Shilling Gallery which they have been always used to.
I found my relations the Twisses all well. There was a Letter from Mrs Siddons upon my Table when I arrived telling me she was well and pressing me to come up directly to see her little Box,1 which she continues to think is very pretty. I have wrote her word I had rather she first woud come to Bath, as I had rather pay my visit in London after Christmass. She per formed on Wednesday Evening in Isabella.2 The News papers of yesterday were all very liberal in their praise, but all agree as to the " en bon point," since her last engagement. In her last Letter is this paragraph. " I hope our dear friends at Brynbella are well. Give my kind love when you see or write to them. For my own part it is so great an effort for me to write, that I hope and trust none of my friends will blame me for the infrequency of my Letters-" I did not pick up the Miss Lees3 as I thought I might at Llangollan, tho driving down the Street I saw two Ladies in dark Habits standing opposite the Inn. They happend to be more curious to me than those I expected, being no other than Miss Ponsonby and Lady Butler whom I had never seen before,4 I did not find out which was which, as the saying is, but I perceived one was tolerably well looking, but the other-" uckely von." They were preparing at the Inn to receive Count Woronzow the Russian Ambassador whom they expected to sleep there that night.5 I asked the waiter if he knew where he was going ; only 82 THE JOHN RYLANDS LIBRARY to make a Tower Sir he reply'd, what says I a Martello-the fellow star'd and we parted. I was glad I was not to sleep there, for I thought his excellency would create a great bustle, when Lo when I got to the Cross Foxes, Oswestry, there he was, and going to rest. But no Bustle, for the poor gentleman was unwell and his attendants but few-I found he had been on a visit to Powis Castle-Before my paper is quite fill'd let me not forget to say that Puss is safe and well, and very handsome-When I arose on Thursday Morning at Rodborrow it was pouring so with rain and looked so black, that I really was sorry for you at Abergellyhowever yesterday & today are charming. I hope you enjoy your dips and that they will be of great Service to you, and that Mr Piozzi is still able to eat a good dinner, if he can but get it where he is-And now good friends have pity upon an idle Man and load him with as many Commissions as you can. At the same time believe that he is yours very faithfully and sincerelyWm Siddons Address : For Mrs. Piozzi
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Bath-Octo^MSOS1 My Dear Madam Am I the first to inform you of the meloncholly event that happend here last week. I will venture to describe it, for tho you may have heard or even seen some mention in a news paper, perhaps I can give more particulars. How often in the course of my visit to you have we lamented and been surpriz'd at the frequency of accidental deaths, Suicides &c-little expecting that one woud happen which I am going to describe. On Wednesday last Miss Ann Lee2 was found suspended from the top railing of her Bed, by a rope, quite dead, but warm-She and Harriot3 you know were just returnd from their Tour in which I was so near joining 3 James Lintern was partner in a firm of music publishers and musical instru ment makers with premises in Abbey Churchyard and later at 13 The Grove (now Orange Grove) (Grove's Dictionary, v. 250).
agree with her respecting Wages-She liv'd a year or more with Mrs Twiss. I have seen Mr Twiss and ask'd her Character, which he says is very good indeed-that they were sorry to part with her but she got better Wages by going to live with General and Mrs Tarlton.1 There she has liv'd a year, and given Satis faction, but they have left Bath-She had eleven Guineas a year, but will come to you for ten, and not less-which I believe are common enough Wages at Bath. She will have no objection of going to Wales with you if you approve of her-and is not afraid of Work, she says, for the General's family were twenty and she was the only House Maid-You must let her have an answer immediately, which she will wait for, and if you agree will attend you on your arrival at Pulteney Street.
I went a few days ago to see if there was any Lodgers in the House. There was a Family, but they were to go away on Fryday last. I think it unlikely they will let it again for the short time-and that you may enter on Saturday Night, and your Ser vants a night or two before, upon enquiry. I found there was a Sopha in the Drawing Room with a Cover suitable to the Furni ture. I hope to hear my Friend is better, and that nothing will prevent you coming at the time proposd.2 Tho as you rightly observd there is no dependence upon events in this unstable life. I wrote you word Mrs Siddons woud be here the beginning of next month-That is deferd but does not much signify as tis but for a short time. She is to visit Mrs Fitzhugh at Southampton, and tis convenient she shoud do it first, as they (the Fitzhughs) are oblig'd to go to London the beginning of January, he being in Parliament. From there, Mrs S intends coming here-if no other frustration happens. After next Wednesday, she does not perform in London again till Easter. Heres News-heres joy and lamentation3-Heres a Subject for the Muse. Has not yours been at work. I warrant it has-1 Sir Barnastre Tarleton (1754-1833) and his wife Susan Priscilla. 2 Mr. Piozzi was suffering from gout again. They occupied their lodgings at Pulteney Street, Bath, from December 1 to March 7 (Thraliana, ii. 1070).
3 At this point in the manuscript William drew two wreaths : one a laurel wreath inscribed within, " Rejoice Britain Rejoice," and the other, shaded around in black, inscribed within, " Mourn Britain Mourn." The reference, of course, is to Admiral Nelson's victory and death at Trafalgar on October 21,1805. mine has I assure you and I am vain and hardy enough to send it before your scrutinizing eye-Tis a hasty effusion and meant for a particular purpose. Of that more presently. Cast your eye on the opposite and let the hurry it was done in excuse its defects.
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What a difficult Task o Brittania is thine, The Laurel and the Cypress at once to entwine. How grievd is the Muse, when she raises her Voice To think she must mourn, with such cause to rejoice. To our Annals is added another proud day But our own gallant Nelson is lost in the fray. On the 7th day of August 1805 I was looking upon the blue Neptune across the beautiful Vale of Clyw'd-from the com fortable Mansion of Brinbella. On this day August the 7th 1807 I am looking on the same grand object across a little cornfield and from a very humble Tenament situate on the Coast of Sussex at a place call'd Worthing. Tis so long since I have had any in formation of my good friends, tho I have often thought of them, that this comes begging they will afford me some, and very soon I hope-and very good I pray. Our last encounters were but melancholly-they will not bear to be dwelt upon-may the next be different3-What prospect does your Harvest bear. You have not yet put sickle to the Corn, for they have but just began it here. But it looks abundant, and the Hay was prodigious. And is all this store providing think you for the Conqueror of Europe-Heaven forbid. But we hear that his triumphant Legions, at least many of them, are again gazing on " the White Cliffs of Albion "-and that the ensuing spring, so think many of our Legislators, will the great trials come. Well-let it. " Whos afraid "-I am 90 THE JOHN RYLANDS LIBRARY not I declare. But come let me hear something about Brinbella, within and without. Has gout kept its distance. In London I am told it did-you were not well, on your first getting home. That I hope, did not last long-and that you are running about looking at the out door creatures, Black Jack, News from here I have none, except here is the little Sprig of Royalty, the Princess Charlotte, learning to ride upon a Donkeyfor that is all the rage from the Prince to the Peasant at these Watering Places.
You must have known Worthing when you were used to be so much at Brighton, but you do not know it now as it is larger I dare say than Brighton was then. It looks like a place built but yesterday-and I can now count Seventy new Houses rearing for another Season-which seem to be wanting, for familys are coming daily, who cannot get a Lodging-which shows you what a rage this dipping is become-I am still a sad cripple, and always must be-but always yours and Mr Piozzi's true friend and well wisher Wm Siddons A line will find me at No 4 Prospect Row Worthing-
Address : Mrs Piozzi Brinbella near Denbigh North Wales
Have you heard of the two little Poems that every body seems to be reading here. One call'd the " Peacock at home," where all the birds are invited, and attend-the other the " Butterflys Ball." They are really playful things, and amuse " children of a larger growth "-Address ' Mrs Piozzi The King sent a par ticular Message yesterday to a Gentleman in the drawing room yesterday who was at a distance from him that he had just receiv'd an express to that purpose-and that all wou'd be well. Let us hope so too, and that frighted Europe will soon have a peace. I do think it will be so.
But I write this to say how sorry I am to hear that poor Mr Piozzi has suffer'd so much and is still so poorly. I really did intend to come down yesterday to Streatham to have seen him but Mrs Siddons was oblig'd to finish all her take leaves and I cou'd not have the Carriage. The time has been when I cou'd have walk'd as far, but that alas is past. Well I commit my daughter to your kindness for ten or twelve days, when I cer tainly will come over and hope most sincerely I shall find you all in better health and spirits. 3 
